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FLORRIE: You see, I want to surprise him. You look such
a fool if you can't say a word. I can see his face wnen
I start jabbering away at padez-vous francais, gas^ong,
apportez moi une cafe-au-kit, a quelle heure parii le
traing, oui, oui.

MRS. MILLER: Wonders will never cease.

FLORBJE: I've got a gift for languages. I know that. D'you
remember the gipsy last summer on the pier? That's
one of the things she said, that I had a gift for languages.

MRS. MILLER: I wasn't thinking of that. What amuses me
is, you was always going to the pictures and flattening
your nose against the shop windows, thinking of nothing
but dress, and now you read Ernie's books and you're
studying French and I don't know what all.

FLORRIE: Well, it's natural, isn't it? I don't want Ernie to
think I'm just an ignoramus.

MRS. MILLER: A what?

FLORRIE: An ignoramus. He says he knows IVe got a good
brain, but I haven't had the chance to develop it that
he has; he says he's quite ready to make allowances.

MRS. MILLER: That's very kind of 'im, to be sure. I think
a young fellow's very lucky if *e can find a girl as can
make her own clothes and cook his dinner for him and
not spend more money than ?e gives 'er. I know it was
in my time.

FLORRIE: Oh, well, things are different now. Now a girl's
got to be educated same as a fellow. Education's every-
thing. I mean, it's only by having education that we
can make the world what it ought to be.

MRS. MILLER: Who's going to do that? You and Ernie?

FLORRIE: You see, I know Ernie looks upon it as a bit of
a come-down marrying me. Of course he hasn't said
so, but I know he feels it, Dad being only a hairdresser and
not even having a saloon of his own. Being an employee.